A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
disappearing from the order of battle. The total
casualties sustained in the effort approximates
seven thousand five hundred other ranks, and three
hundred officers - mostly boys. And, I think, we
are not yet out of the wood! I shake myself and seek
solace in the dances and music! As I look at and
join in with these boys and women young and old, I
feel we are all half mad* Well we need be! I feel
it is impossible for the good souls at home in sheltered
seclusion to know to what lengths the mentality of
the war generations has been strained. They cannot
know the damage done, apart from battle casualties.
'Will Monsieur dance?' asks a pretty girl. 'Yes,
Monsieur will dance3 - anything to get out of the
rut. We dance until n o'clock when the band goes
off and the lights go out.
'No/ I say, 'I must go home; I'm tired* - 'Monsieur
fatigu$* she exclaims! At that moment an orderly
appears from the town major's office and hands me
an urgent letter. I open It. I can go home for four
days if I like but I must get back at the end of that
time as I am to form a new brigade which has to be
in action within a month! I live again! The old vim
has returned! Into the line again, I think, three new
battalions once rnore? thank goodness I have a good
staff! Home for four days . . . shall I ? . . . No,
I can't. . . . I can't face the parting. Ten days
gives a small period of forgetful oblivion, but four
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